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The khokhol gave a shake of his head, drew himself up
to full height and looked straight at the mother.
"I saw it happen. I know everything."
She rushed over and grasped his hands. He tried to free
his right one, but she clung to it.
"Hush! Oh, my dear, my darling boy!" she whispered.
"Wait," muttered the khokhol hoarsely. 'Til tell you
how it was.'*
"No, don't," she murmured, gazing at him through her
tears. "Don't, Andryusha."
Pavel came over slowly. He was pale and his eyes
were also moist.
"Mother's afraid it was you," he said with a short
laugh.
"I'm not afraid. I don't believe it! I wouldn't believe
it if I saw it with my own eyes!"
"Wait!" said the khokhol, twisting his head and trying
to free his hands. "It wasn't me, but I could have stopped
it."
"Hush, Andrei!" said Pavel.
He took his friend's hand in one of his own and placed
the other on the khokhoVs shoulder as if to quiet the
trembling of the tall body.
"You know I didn't want it to happen, Pavel," said
Andrei in a broken voice. "It was like this: when you left
me there on the corner with Dragunov, Isai came and stood
watching us and sneering at us. Dragunov said, 'See him?
He's been following me all night. I'll give him a thrashing
yet.' Then he went off—home, I thought. And Isai came
over to me." The khokhol took a deep breath. "Nobody
ever insulted me like he did then, the dog!"
The mother silently led him to the table and had him
sit down. She sat next to him, her shoulder touching his.
Pavel remained standing, plucking unhappily at his beard.
"He told me they knew all our names, that all of us
were on the gendarmes' list and would be arrested just
before our May Day celebration. I didn't answer, just
laughed at him, but I was boiling inside. He said I was
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